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WHAT THE HELL CAN YOU SAY ABOUT FILKSONGS? 


Not much. That's one reason why this issue of 

will be long on séngs and somewhat short on 
words. The idea, of course, was to showcase 
people in GT who write filksongs. As it turned 
out, not too many people in our organization write 
them, or, if they write them, seem unwilling to 
admit it, I freely admit it, and Bill Higgins 
Barry Gehm, and Michelle Colsher also decided to 
put their heads on the block. I thank them 
muchly. 


I think filksongs are a natural for SF people. 
A lot of people who are forced to live otherwise 
very straight lives cherish a chance to be utterly 
outrageous a few times each year. Hence the 
existance of SF cons. The thrilling world of 
office copy machines makes one start wanting to 
sing about taking Mars apart with a wrench come 
four-thirty every Friday afternoon. Hence I 
write--and sing--filksongs. 

What makes a good filk? Bill Higgins has a 
few thoughts in those directions: 


"First, the verse must be funny, or it's not 
worth writing. A rigorous method would be to 
demand that it be funny enough to stand on its own 


as a joke. In the rare cases where you're not 
writing humor, then like any other poetry the 
verse should be written to have the maximum 


emotional effect on whatever mood you're trying to 
produce. 


HOME ON LAGRANGE 


(to: "Home on the Range") 


by Bill Higgins & Barry Gehm 


Oh, give me a locus where the gravtons focus 
Where the three-body problem is solved 

Where the microwaves play down at three degrees K, 
And the cold virus never evolved. 


Chorus: Home, home, on Lagrange 
Where the space debris always collects 


«e€ posess, so it seems, two of man's greatest dreams: 


Solar power and zero-G sex. 


We eat algae pie, and our vacuum is high 

Our ball bearings are perfectly round 

Our horizon is curved and our warheads are MIRVed 
And a kilogram weighs half a pound. 


Chorus 


You don't need no oil 

Nor a tokamak coil 

Solar stations provide Earth with juice. 
Power beams are sublime, so nobody will mind 
If we cook an occasional goose. 


Chorus 


Chorus 


"Also the art of selecting language should not 
be neglected. The words chosen must be clever, 
cute, incongruous, or whatever, but they should 
not be dull or ordinary. éven something so simple 
as making songs rhyme and scan ean give 
filkwriters trouble. 


"Finally, one feature shared by an alarming 
number of filksongs is that they are too damned 
lone. At SunCon one lady showed me a ditty forty 
or fifty verses long, which included references te 


just about every SF and fantasy book she'd ever 
read. It's all very well to be encyclopedic, but 
can you imagine trying to sing that one? 


Everybody but the author would be asleep or gone 
to the films by the nineteenth verse, This is 
extreme, but most songs seem to drag on at least 
three or four verses after they have made their 
point or ceased to be funny. I think this problem 
may be traced to egoboo on the part of the writer. 
He, understandably, likes his creation so much 
that he is tempted to go on adding more until he 
runs out of steam. 


"One technique that Suggests itself is 
merciless cutting. Sure, go ahead and write all 
the stuff that you can think of, but don't show it 
tO anybody. Take the best gags and the most 
lyrical phrases and combine them into a few strong 
verses rather than many lukewarn ones. 
Admittedly, six verses of my "Home on Lagrange" is 
no lightweight. But it was painfully boiled down 
from nine or ten possible verses, not to. mention 
three or four attempts to come up with a chorus 
strong enough to warrant repeating many times. 
This process gave Barry and I a song which we can 
be proud of, and we'll probably use it again. If 
you or another composer are good enough to write 
several good verses without cutting, T envy you." 


All of which is damned good advice, so we will 
kick off the great Techie Filke Booke with one of 
the most consistantly singable filks I've ever run 
across: 
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All the cattle are standing like statues 

All the cattle are standing like statues 

They smell of roast beef every time I ride by ; 
And the hawks and the falcons are. dropping like flies... 


I've been feeling quite blue since the crystals I grew 
Became too big to fit through the door 

But from slices I sold, Hewlett-Packard, I'm told 

Made a chip that was seven-foot four. 
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If we run out of space for our burgeoning race 
No more lebensraum left for: the Mensche 

When we're ready to start we can take Mars apart 
If we just find a big enough wrench. 


Chorus 


Chraging 
GrAet see vol4 


I'm sick of this place, it's just McDonald's in space 

And living up here is a bore; 

Tell the shiggies, "Don't cry," they can kiss me good-bye 
‘Cause I'm moving next week to L4! 


Final chorus 


PRINCESS LEIA'S LAMENT 
(to: "Yesterday" ) 


by Michelle Colsher 


Yesterday, the storm troopers seemed so far away 
Now it looks as though they're here to stay 
I liked it better yesterday 


Tatooine, I must send these 'droids to Tatooine 
For that's where old Obi-Wan has been 
And then I hope they won't be seen. 


Suddenly, old Darth Vader's standing over me 
And there is no place that I can flee 
For Vader towers over me. 


Why they had to come, I don't know, but I'm undone 


I said something wrong now I long for Alderaan 
Alderaan, how I miss my home on Alderaan 

Now all I can do is try to run 

The Death Star must be overcome. 


Yesterday, that old Death Star seemed so far away 
Now it looks as though it's here to stay 
I liked it better yesterday. 


Suddenly, there's no planet where one used to be 
Now that space is filled with small debris 
‘The Death Star came so suddenly. 


Refrain 


Yesterday, my rescuers seemed so far away 
But I guess that now I'll get away 
Unless they wreck it all today. 


Finally, I have left the Death Star far behind me 
To the rebel base I now must flee 
Though Vader follows silently 


Refrain 


Obi-Wan, how I wish we still had Obi-Wan, 
But the last good Jedi-Knight is gone 
It looks as though Darth Vader's won. 


Suddenly, Han Solo's come from far away 
And with Luke they now have saved the day, 
The Death Star has been blown away. 


Yesterday, our victory seemed so far away 
But it looks as though we've won today 
I'm glad this isn't yesterday. 


Why they had tocome I don't know, but I'm undone 
I said something wrong now I long for Alderaan 


Alderaan, how I miss my home on Alderaan 
Even though the rebel forces won 
And the Death Star was overcome. 
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Any filk in this book which doesn't have 
somebody else's name on it was done by me. T 
think I write filksongs as a means of chasing away 
songs which have invaded my head. You know, 
you're walking down the street toward the Burger 
King when suddenly you find yourself whistling 
"The Bridge Over the River Quai" and can't seem to 
shake it. With me, this sort of thing can last 
for days, so I harness the preoccupation with a 
single-minded energy toward making the song sound 
ridiculous, perhaps with the hope that the song, 
suitably insulted, will vanish and pester somebody 
else. Usually it works, and sometimes I even get 
a complete song out of it. 


Certainly that was the case with "Zero=G 
Polka," which was also the song I worked the 
hardest on. For two days I was in Minnesota 
visiting my wife-to-be, and was so hard at work 
Pilking the song that I kept walking into walls 
and shouting, "Quick, gimme a word that rhymes 
with 'beer!'" Fortunately she still married 
me--and I even finished the song! 


Think of 


THE ZERO-G POLKA 
(to: "Beer Barrel Polka") 


action, and reaction 


Never mind the lack of traction: 


When the 


band begins to play, 


Grab your partner's hand, 
Simply kick away. 


We'll be 


whirling, we'll be reeling 


And rebounding off the ceiling, 
Don't pull my leg, my dear, 
I haven't one to spare! 


When Stashu's saxaphone begins to blare, 
You can tell he pumps a lot of air; 


He tends 


to fly around the ballroon; 


That's why we've tied him to his chair. 
So if you'd like to join me in a beer, 


We could 
And suck 
And sing: 


Turn off 
We wanna 
No other 
Cling to 


meet above the chandelier; 
some Schlitz from plastic bottles, 
Hurray, the gang's all here! 


the G-force, 

dance in mid-air! 
recourse, 

the floor if you dare! 


But let us warn you, 
A foot in the face is no crime, 


For 


They say all is fair 


In love, 


war, sex, and two-fourths time! 
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THE OUTER SPACE MARINES 


(to: Marine Hymn) 


From the pits of Aldebaran Ix, 

To the webs of Sigma Grex, 

We will make a better man of you 
Irregardless of your sex! 

Though the Klingons kick dust in your face 
You will know you're worth your beans, 
When you come and sell your soul to us: 

In the Outer Space Marines! 


When the drill instruetor calls, "LEFT FACE! 
Better hear those eyeballs click. 

If you have 3 faces never mind, 

Toss a coin and take your pick. 

When you're shipped out you'll see lots of Space 
And some mighty strange latrines; 

And you'll cuss the day you ever heard 

Of the Outer Space Marines! 


If you've 


2 legs, 4 legs, 6 or 8, 


17 or none at all; 

When the troop ship dumps you to your fate 
You will hit the mud and crawl. 

Whether Earthman, Kklup, or Zapphotuul, 
When the buzz-beam's burning red, 

There is just one universal rule: 

Guard your ass and duck your head! 


OUR SPACE OPERA GOES ROLLING ALONG! 


(to: "The Cassions Go Rolling Along!") 


Bluster on, Master Race, 

Kick some ass in hyperspace; 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 
Shoot that smerp! (what a grouch!) 

Drag that broad behind a couch; 

Qur space opera goes rolling along. 


Fasten seat belts, please! 

Here we go at fifty G's! 

Serape yourselves up,from off the floor! 
Tf this violence offends, 

Burn a cockroach with your Lens, 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 


Not a rest room in sight; 

(Second cluster on your right...) 
Our space opera goes rolling along. 
Solitaire getting dull? 

Something's eating through the hull! 
Gur space opera goes rolling along. 


Batten down that stuff! 

Negaspace is getting rough; 

Should have camped out on Deneb IIT, 
Seramble eggs or scramble guts, 

Just remember which is what; 

Qur space opera goes rolling along. 


Power up, screens aglow, 

Battle stations, here we go! 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 
Never lose your aplomb; 

(Try an antimatter bomb!) 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 


Well, it's Crack! Crack! Crack! 

And the sereens are turning black! 
Shoot! What the heck do we do now? 
Choose another from the stacks, 
Half-price on all paperbacks! 

Our space opera goes rolling along! 


Hear me 
You are 
Free to 
As long 


Chorus: 


I AM I, ROBERT HEINLEIN! 


(to: "I Am I, Don Quixote!") 


now, all you slaves of corruption's disease! 


hereafter noble and free; 
do what you want any way that you please 
as you do it like me! 


Iam I, Robert Heinlein, 

Tne Saviour of Mankind! 

My crusading pen's never missed. 

if I can't solve a problem 

I'll talk it to death 

Or else claim that it doesn't exist. 
Death and Destruction's the gist 
fen you're an old anarchist! 


I believe in the goodhearted nature of Man; 

I believe in the whore's heart of gold; 

I believe that my gun is my one closest friend, 
And gun-toters seldom get rolled! 


(Chorus) 


Hear me commies and perverts and traitors and fags, 
You are flouting the Natural Law 

When you're not giving birth or saluting the flag 
And things like that stick in my craw! 


(Chorus) 
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This little item burst _fully-grown from my 
subconscious one autumn day while I was pares 
Adams St. at Wacker Drive on my way to one 2 ae 
It's perhaps a little too slight to remem eae 
T think it's too much fun to completely forget. 


KLINGONS ARE COMING 


(to: "Christmas Is Coming!") 


Klingons are coming, 

They pack a lot of clout; 

Rev up your hyperdrive and let's clear out! 

If you haven't got a hyperdrive a phaser beam will do 
But if you haven't got a phaser bean 

Then Ghod...help...you! 
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BANDERS WATCH 


The last three songs given here were what came 
of a challenge IT received from certain members of 
Moebius Theatre, that I write a filk operas. The 
subject was a natural; all the whoop-to-do that 
was being made over the ass-holish promotion of 
Midamericon by Tom Reamy & company. Fringe-fans 
were to be personae non gratae, which raised a lot 
of previously unraisable hackles, and, predictably 
enough, made MAC the duilest Worldcon I have 
attended before or since. The conflict was an 
obvious parallel to West Side Story, which also 
contains some of the most filkable songs going. 
Midamericon Story was to portray the battle 
between the Techs and the Treks to gain control of 
the Giganticon, with King Keller gloating from On 


High. As history would have it, I ran out of 
ereative steam after three songs. I finished a 
fourth, but it failed the Prime Directive of 


‘filksongs--it just wasn't funny. 


"Tech Song" has become a 
anthem for General 


eof unofficial 
Pittingly enough, 


sort 
Technics. 


it's our gang song. I expected "I'm a Trekkie" to 
get me hung from seventeen rafters by a million 
youthful admirers of Mr. Spock, but as it 
happened, they like it too. As far as I know, 
"Gee Chairman Keller" has never been published 
within the fannish community, much less sung. 
That's to be expected, I guess, given its topical 


nature, but it's also a very funny song. T didn't 
intend it to be a group song, but rather a tightly 


practiced showpiece done by real actors on a 
stage. It's probably no longer possible, but I'd 
love to see it done that way, just once. And if 


not, well, 
laughing, people. 


it's still funny to read. Thanks for 
That's what I do this for, 


TECH SONG 


(to: "Jet Song") 


When you're a tech you're a tech all the way 
From your first LED to your last cathode ray; 
When you're a tech you go blink in the night, 
All the dogs start to howl and the kids run in fright. 
You're never unplugged 
You're never disconnected; 
Your lab is well-bugged 
All burglars detected 
Are vivisected! 


Then you're a tech with a capital T 
And you don't give a heck if you're out of your tree; 
When you're a tech you stay a tech! 


When you're a tech you turn lead into gold 
You ean re-fry an egg; you can cure common colds. 
When youtre a tech your can-opener talks 
Your fondue opens cans and your telephone walks. 
Your microwave range 
Translates from ancient Hebrew; 
Your Bible is strange; 
It manufactures corflu 
And warms your beef stew! 


Here come the techs! Yeah! We'll bore you to death 
With our transistor specs and our garlicky breath! 
Here come the techs! Better hide. your CB 
Or we'll rebuild it into a color TV! 

The techs are all here; 

Our brand-new still is going; 

I'll get you a beer; 

The vat is overflowing 

And softiy glowing! 


When you're a tech all your powers astound; 
You ean dish out the dreck and they'll gobble it down. 
But you're a tech..so..what..the..heck!!! 


GEE CHAIRMAN KELLER! 


(to: "Gee Officer Krupke" 


Fringefan: Dearrrrrrrrrrrrrr 
Kindly Chairman Keller 
Ya gotta understand 
I'm really not a dweller 
In Never-Never Land; 
I do like science fiction; 
It's reading I can't stand! 
Hugo Gernsback! 


Keller: Dear Mr. Fringefan, we say it for you: 
At Midamericon you will find nothing to do. 
This eon is for trufen who've waited for years, 
And not a bunch of pointed ears, 


Committee: Pointed ears! 
Pointed ears! 
Pointed ears! 
Pointed ears, ears, ears, 
And a lot of hatchet-swinging queers! 


Fringefan: Myyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy 
Mommy read The Hobbitt 
About a thousand times; 
My dad re-wrote the phone book 
And made the whole thing rhyme; 
My sister wears lasagna, 
My brother eats his beard! 
H. P,. Lovecraft! 
That's why I'm so weird! 


Keller: Dear Mr. Fringefan, no ifs, ands, or buts, 
We're heavy on the S & F and light on the nuts! 
To rate recognition, just show us you know: 
Where did the scattered bodies go? 


Fringefan: I don't know! 


Committee: He don't know! 
He don't know! 
He don't know, know, know! 
Guess he's in-tell-lec-tu-wooly slow! 


Fringefan: Reggggggegggggesgegg 
Istration would't buy it; 
They said I couldn't stay. 
My armor it was quiet; 
My horse gave me away! 
I said I was King Arthur; 
They said that didn't count; 
Out went broadsword, saddle-sores and mount! 


Keller: Dear Mr. Fringefan, consider me well: 
YOU WILL NOT SWING YOUR DWARF~AXE IN THE MUEHLBACH HOTEL!!! ! 
I've got David Gerrold; one moron's enough. 
Spare us the Marvel Comics stuff! 


Committee: it's enough! 
It's enough! 


It's enough! 
It's enough, nuff, nuff! 
It's enough to drive you off a bluff! 


He doesn't know his phonics! 

He's had too many beers! 

He reads too many comics! 

He knows too many queers! 

He doesn't know his physics! 

He doesn't know his name! 

Fringefan, we have only you to blame! 


Keller: See, Mr. Fringefan, the facts in the case: 
We've far too many memberships and too little space. 
So we need a scapegoat to thin out the ranks -- 


All: So long, Mr. Fringefan! (boot!) Much thanks!! 


I'M A TREKKIE! 


(to: "I Feel Pretty") 


I'm a Trekkie! 

I'm a Trekkie! 

Adolescent, pubescent, and free! 
And so. trekkie 

That I hardly can believe I'm me! 


I'm so racy 

Yet so spacy 

I can ball you until you can't see 
And then ask you 

What you thought of "The Menagerie." 


CARTOON CREDITS: 


Cover: Phil Foglio 
Others by: 
Dave Levine 
Bill Higgins (B.H.) 
Barry Gehm (B.G.) 


See those pretty ears in that mirror there! _ 


(Plastic, I see) 


Can you guess what those ears cost me? 


(I'd rather not) 
Got a phaser gun 
Set it onto stun 
Have a lot of fun 
Falling out of trees! 
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AS a Klingon 

With a string on 

Did my thing on the streets of KC; 
Gave the death grip 

To the cop who tried arresting me! 


See the pretty hotel right over there? 
(What hotel where!?!?) 

Where we held Strektacular III! 
(There's not much Lert cea) 

Took a lot of rum 

And some bubble gum 

My guitar to strum 

And some TNT! 


I found Scottie 

On the potty, 

He was drunk and he threw up on me; 
Golly gee! 

I'm a Trekkie cel-eb-bri~teeee! 
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Wow 


Carol Punderanne 


General Technics Recruiting Song 
To the tune of Pinball Wizard 


by 
Bill Colsher 


Ever since I was a young boy, I've played with L.E.D.'s 
Quarter watt resistors, digital I.C.'s 


Scrounging through the cy for broken down T.V.'‘s 
ALOAwE 


Those guys in General Technics, sure etch a mean P.C. 


They never use the C.B. - it's strictly second rate 
They always use the Ham bands, they can cover fifty states. 
They never buy when they can build or get the parts for frees 


Those guys in General Technics, sure etch a mean P.C, 


How do you think they do it? 

I Don't know. 

What makes them so good? 

They play around and then get paid for telling what they do 
The ‘zines all buy their articles on building C.P.U.'s 
Their robots are intelligent, they'll bring a beer to you 


Those guys in General Technics, want you to join them toot 


